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COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 
RECOLLECTIONS IN HELL; 
OR, SOLEMN ADMONITION TO THOUGHTLESS YOUTH. 
“¢ Son, Remember”—Luke xvi. 25. 


These words are a part of Abraham’s address to the rich 
man, in the world of woe. As this ruined creature lay in’ 
torment, he lifted up his eyes to heaven, and saw “ Abraham 
afar off and Lazarus in his bosom. And he criedand said, 
Father Abraham, have mercy on me ; and send Lazarus, that 
_ he may dip the tip of his finger in water, and cool my tongue, 
_ for Iam tormented in this flame.” But Abraham called up- 
_ on him to look back, and.recollect what had been bis circum- 
_ stances on earth, compared with those of the once despised 
_ and distressed, but now bappy Lazarus. “ Son,” said he, 
‘‘ remember—remember that thou in thy life time receivedst 
thy good things, and likewise Lazarus evil things, but now he 

is comforted, and thou art tormented.” 

The recollections of the rich man in hel must have been 
an unspeakable aggravation of his misery ;—and should an 
of you, my young friends, be so unhappy as to follow him to 
the same dark abode, you too would be obliged to “ remem- 
ber’’—you would be haunted there with récollections the most: 
unwelcome and painful. You will, I hope, bear with one 

" who tenderly loves you, and who wishes more than any thing 
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your everlasting salvation, while he endeavours to state to 
you what some of these recollections may probably be. 

If you perist in sin till death, and make your bed in hell, 
you will no doubt remember there your outward circumsian- 
ces on earth. You will remember the “ good things” which 
you “ received” here.” You will-remember the plenty you 
enjoyed, and the affluence in which you lived. Every want, 
you will recollect, was once anticipated, and every wish gra- 
tified. You rioted, perhaps, in luxury, and lived at ease. 
But the recollection of what you once was, so far from atf- 
fording you any comfort, will dreadfully heighten, by con- 
trast, the horrors of your then present condition. You will 
know, that your joys have all departed, and your pleasures 
fied. You have exchanged a world of light for the black- 
ness.of darkness; a world of hope for the regions of despair ; 
a world of comparative comfort for the abodes of misery and 
woe; a world where every carnal desire was gratified, for a 
scorchipg, flaming prison, where you beg in vain for a drop 
of water to cool your burning tongues. 

If any of you should hereafter lie down in sorrow, you 
will remember from the other woi!d the scenes of vanity and 
wickedness through which you passed on earth. Some of 


you, it may be feared, will be obliged to remember scenes of 


indecent riot and boisterous mirth, of vulgarity, profaneness, 
debauchery, and drunkenness. Others will be haunted with 
reeollections of more fashionable wickedness. They wii! re- 
member the theatre, card-table, and ball-room—their routs, 
assemblies, and parties of sinful pleasures. But, my dear 
young friends, will the remembrance of these things afford 
you any pleasure in the other world? Or will it not, on the 
contrary, be the very fuel of your fire? Wii! not every such 
recollection be a dagger, cutting: you to the inmost soul? In 
the agony of your thoughts on this subject, will you not then 
exclaim, “ How could we, while on earth, find pleasure in 
these scenes of ruinous wickedness! How could we, in that 
all-important period, when we had an opportunity to accep! 
of offered mercy—how could we turn away from the light of 


heaven; barter our immortal souls for the gratification of a _ 


moment; and plunge into courses which we might have 
known must accomplish our destruction !” 
Should any of you at last be driven away in your wicked- 
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ness, you will call to mind, in the regions of despair, your for- 
mer relatives and friends. You wil remember your parents, 
your brothers, sisters, associates, and acquaintance. And 
you will probably know something of the present circum- 
stances of these various connexions. You will lift up your 
“ eyes, being in torment, and see” some of them in Abra- 
ham’s bosom. You will see some, who once were near and 
dear to you, among the happy spirits of the blessed above. 
Some, whose religion perhaps you had formerly ridiculed and 
de spised, you will see at rest in their Father’s kingdom, 
while you are agonizing inthe flames below. Others of your 
late connexions and associates you will probably know to be 
stillon earth. You will’see them pursuing the same courses 
which you ence pursued, and preparing for the same place of 
torment on which you have entered. And you will have the 
same feelings in regard to them which the rich man had to- 
wards his brethren on earth. You will fear to meet them in 
the world of woe. You will wish every means used to pre- 
vent an interview so dreadful. 

If, my young friends, any who were once your associdtes 
are now in hell, they have this moment towards you precise- 
ly the feelings which are here described. They know what 
you are about, and they shudder at the thought of that awful 
meeting, which they must shortly have with you. How ear- 
nestly do they wish, and perhaps intreat, that some minister- 
ing spirit might be sent to you, to warn you of your danger? 
Hlow gladly would they burst their prison, and fly to you on 
this errand themselves? And should they come, my friends, 
what a lecture would they deliver ? With eyes, flashing hor- 
ror, and a countenance as terrible as their tortured souls, they 
would cry to you and say, “ Desist from sin! Destroy not 
yourselves! Flee to the Saviour! Be wise for eternity ! 
Come not, O come not to this place of torment !” 

If any of you who read what is here written, persist in sin 
till you awaxe beyond the reach of hope, you will there re- 
member the various means of grace with which you were 
once favoured. -You will remember how many Sabbaths you 
enjoyed, and how many you profaned. You will remember 
how you wasted holy time, either in listless indolence, or 
pleasurable pursuits. You willremember how many oppor- 
tunities you had to attend public worshipgand how many yeu 








hell Acta 





= 


ow 5 aki ce eetneatinatal 


eee 


awe apne Spratt : 
- = ak 


AS = ge 


tne ee Jets. 


=e 
ane a Sat 


~~ 


ee 


220 Recollections in Heil. 


eglected. You will remember all the frivolous excuses, 
with which you justified your absence from the sanctuary of 


the Most High. Perhaps too you will remember how you 


rofaned sy house of God, while present in it, by wicked 
inattention, or indecent levity. You will remember the ma- 
ny solemn sermons which you there heard, and the many 
prayers which were there offered. You will remember the 
instruction you once received from the Bible, and other val- 
uable books; the warnings which were given you by pious, 
anxieus friends ; and the many Joud and impressive calls 
which God was pleased to afford you. And you will recol- 
lect not only these various and powerful means of grace, but 
your stupidity under them. When you heard solemn ser- 
mons, you will remember that you were unaffected ;—or if 
you were affected for a moment, the impression was soou 
gone. When solemn warnings were given you, you will re- 
flect that they had but little influence. When God called 

ou by his providenee in a voice of thunder, to prepare for 
death and the day of judgment, you will remember that you 
could hear itunmoved. ‘The finally miserable will well re- 
member their stupidity on earth ; and perhaps they will re- 
member nothing that will more surprisethem In view of it 
ihey will be ready to exclaim, “ How could we thus feel ! 
How could we treat with such indifference eternal realities ! 
How could we so soundly slumber, on the very ashes of ev- 
erlasting burnings !”” 

Should any of you hereafter lie down in sorrow, you will 
remember there that you once felt the Strivings of God’s 
Spirit. You will remember that your stupidity was on some 
occasions interrupted. ‘The light would. shine into darkuess. 
You were obliged to be solemn. You felt impressed with 
serious subjects. You had great apprehensions of danger, 
and were iu trouble respecting your immortal souls. Perhaps 
you will recollect more than one or two instances in which 
this was the case with you. But you will alsorecollect how 
you treated these impressions. Instead of cherishing them, 
you fought againstthem. Instead of endeavouring to increase 
them, you endeavoured by all methods to throw them off. In- 
stead of going to the children of God for their prayers and ad- 
vice, you were ashamed to let your feelings be known. Jn these 
syays you syill rempmber you grieved the Holy Spirit. You 
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provoked the comforter to depart, and abandon you to hope- 
less ruin. . 

Should any of you be found among the miserable in the fu- 
ture world, you will remember there the various excuses, 
with- which you once attempted to justify your neglect of re- 
ligion. You will remember how you flattered yourselves, 
that you were too young to think of serious subjects, and were 
fairly entitled to a further participation of the pleasures of sin. 
But you will then find, that you were not too young to of- 
fend an, holy God, or to fall into his avenging hands—you 
were not too young to nang over the bottomless pit, or to sink 
amidst the tortures of its flaming bosom. You will remem- 
ber also, in the other world, how you concluded to delay re- 
Zigion till a future period. You flattered yourselves that 
there was no need of haste—you had a great while to live— 
and you should have mapy opportunities in future years to 
secure the friendship, and obtain the favour of your Maker. 
But you willthere lament—you will lament for ever, with the 
unavailing tears of hell, that you were in-this way deluded and 
ruined. The many years you hoped for were not given 
you, and the opportunities which you promised yourselves 
never came. You died as you lived, without an interest in 
Christ, and are now reaping the awful and eternal conse- 
quenees of your folly. 

Permit me, my young friends, to call your attention ta one 
more subject, which will occupy your minds in hell; and this 
is, the melancholy circumstances of your closing scene. You 
will remember there that you once thought little of death. 
You saw others die, but you very little realized that this ever 
would be the case with you. You were busily occupied amidst 
the vanities of the world; were unaflected by the warnings 
of heaven; and had a variety of excuses with Which you 
quieted conscience, and justified your neglect of religion. 
Thus you will remember you sailed down the stream of time, 
thoughtless of the present, unmindful of the future, and put- 
ting ata great distance a dying hour. But suddenly you met 
with an awful repulse. You fell under the influence of dis- 
ease. One dependence after another failed, till at length all 
hopes of life were abandoned. You will be obliged w re- 
member, even in hell, your feelings at this dreadful period. 
You will remember how you clung to life, and how you ex- 
19* 
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222 Recollections in Hell. 


claimed in the utmost bitterness of soul, “ O fair world, must 
we leave you! All our portion is here, and must we relinquish 
it all! Must we leave our friends and associates, our pleas- 
ures and hopes, and go——Alas! where must we go! Must 
we go to that awful world, whose flames already burn within 
our breasts !”” You had only time, you will recollect, to ut- 
ter these unavailing cries, and to look about you one moment 
in vain for help; when the fatal blow was struck, your souls 
were disembodied, and you entered eternity. You will re- 
member your feelings, when first the invisible world burst 
upon your view. You will rememb«r with what horror you 
approached the bar of God, and with what a frown he bade 
you depart. You will remember how you cried out, in view 
of the flame that was kindled to consume you, “ How can we 
dwell with this devouring fire? How can we dwell with ever- 
lasting burnings?’’ You will remember all the tortures of your 
dreary abode; and the recollection of them will fill you with 
gloom, and add the last drop to the cup of your misery. 

My design, my young friends, in calling your attention to 
this solemn subject, has not been merely to distress you. 
I have not wished to torment you before the time. J have 
wished, if possible, to break your guilty slumbers, and im- 
press on you the importance of an immediate effort, to escape 
impending ruin. As you will be obliged to remember in an- 
other world, be intreated to remember now—yes, remember 
now. Remember your characters—every imagination and 
thought of your hearts are only evil, and that continually. 
Remember your condition—zretched and miserable, poor 
and blind, und naked. Remember too how much has been 
done on your behalf. God has sent his Son to die for you, 
and his Spirit to strive with you. He has afforded you calls, 
warnings, admonitions and reproofs. He has continued his 
invitations, and waited Jong for your compliance. Remem- 
ber, therefore, how unspeakable are your present obligations 
to listen, turn, and live. Above all, remember that time is 
short. Death and eternity are at the door. What you «do, 
you must do quickly. : 

If, my young friends, you will remember these things now, 
and act accordingly, all will be well. The impending 
storms will immediately disperse, and the Sun of righteous- 
ness rise on you with healing in his beams. Again, then, 
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we say, Remember now. Remember those things which be- 


long to your peace, before they are for ever hidden from 
your eyes. MENTOR. 


COMMUNICATED FOR ‘THE GUARDIAN. 
CHILDREN MAY BE MISSIONARIES. 


Mr. James Batpwiy, had received from pious parents a 
religious education; and.during his youth was very moral, 
and often the subject of"Serious impressions. But after he 
left his father’s family, though he continued moral in his 
conduct, yet he was so much devoted to the world, that he 
lost all his serious thoughtfulness. ‘Through the good provi- 
dence of God, he was successful in business, and after a few 
years became wealthy. His business and his wealth enga- 
ced all his attention. God was not in allhis thoughts. For 
a number of years he never reflected that he was a sinner, 
and needed a Saviour. He had one little son, named Henry—- 
a fine, sweet tempered, intelligent boy. -But little Henry re- 
ceived no religious instruction. His father was endeavour- 
ing to train him up, not in the school of Christ, but in the 
school of honour, falsely so called: teaching him, indeed, to 
scorn a mean or dishonest action ; but setting no religious ex- 
ample before him; never'calling him to unite in family devo- 
tion, nor directing him to read the Bible; for he sent him to 
one of those schools where that holy book is not admitted. 
Living at what he considered an inconvenient distance from 
a place of public worship, Henry did not visit the House of 
God. This sweet little boy, though born in a Christian 
country, was nearly as ignorant of the Christian religion as 
the children of heathen parents. 

Thomas Baldwin was an elder brother of James. He was 
not wealthy ; but through the blessing of God on his indus- 
try, he lived comfortably. He was rich in faith, and in good 
works He was a devout and humble worshipper of God in 
public, in his family and in his closet. He trained up his 
children in the nurture and admonition of the Lord. He 
would not,on any account, have lived in a place where he 
could not enjoy the privilege of attending regularly the house 
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ofGod. He had five children, whom it was his delight to in- 
struct in the knowledge of a crucified Saviour; of these, two 
were older than Henry, and three were younger. 

When Henry was about eight years old, he visited his un- 
cle Thomas, where he remained several weeks. Here he 
witnessed scenes, to him entirely new. His countenance ex- 
pressed the most lively emotions of wonder and astonishment. 
The first evening he joined in family prayer, he could 
scarcely restrain himself till it was ended, so anxious was he 
to know what it meant. Uncle, said he, with great earnest- 
ness, what book is that you read in? Fnever heard it before ; 
why do you kneel down and talk®€o? It makes me feel so 
strange! Papa does not do so. His uncle tried to an- 
swer his enquiries. —This book is the Bible; it contains the 
word of God; it teaches us how to be good while we live, 
and te be happy when we die. God has preserved us all in 
health and safety through this day ; has provided for us food 
and clothing ; we kneel down to thank him for his goodness, 
and to pray that he would keep us in safety through the 
night. After being present at public wotship he would ask 
many questions respecting the exercises. His uncle was very 
much affected on finding that Henry, though so well educa- 
ted in other respects, was so entirely ignorant of these things. 
He therefore encouraged his euquiries, and endeavoured to 
instruct him gradually in the knowledge of religion. Henry 
was almost continually conversing*with his cousins on these 
subjects. Jane, particularly, who was four years older thap 
he, was very attentive to him. She would often take him to 
her room, and there read the Bible, and explain it as well as 
she could, and pray with him. She taught him the Cate- 
chism which she herself had learned. After the first week 
she was his principal teacher. In this she was very much 
encouraged ; for Henry was very apt and willing to leara. 

As he progressed in the knowledge of spiritual thing, she 
was often observed to be very serious ; especially, when he 
was enabled to undersiand, in some good degree, the nature 
of sin, and that he was himselfa sinner, he was much affected, 
and wept bitterly. He said he did not know that he was a sin- 
ner before, and was afraid that God would not forgive him, nor 
love him. His cousin read and explained to him the great 
compassion of Jesus Christ to little children, taking them up 
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in his arms and blessing them, and declaring that of such 
was the kingdom of heaven ; and thus encouraged him to pray 
that the Saviour would bless and save him. 

At length Henry returned home. He could scarcely wait 
to receive the caresses of his fond parents, till with animated 
seriousness, he addressed his father—Papa, why do vou not 
read the Bible and pray? Uncle Thomas does so every 
morning and evening. Ah, does he indeed, said his father, 
wishing to give the conversation a different turn.—How do 
you like your Jiitle cousins, Henry? I hope you were very 
much pleased with thems and then left the room. But his 
conscience reproached him for the neglect of what he could 
not but acknowledge to be his duty. He hoped that Henry 
would not mention the subject again; and thata night’s sleep 
would efface the painful impression which he felt. But he 

was mistaken; he spent a restless night, and rose next 
morning, earlier than usual. 

It was Saturday evening when Henry reached his father’s 
house. Being fatigued, he soon retired torest. Next morning, 
at sunrise, he awoke, came down, and found his father walk- 
ing in the yard. After the usual salutation, he again addressed 
his father »—Papa, see ! the sun is just rising. Uncle Thomas 
says it is God who makes the sun rise to give us light; and 
I heard cousin Jane read the place in the Bible that Says So. 
Uncle Thomas says it is God who preserves us all in health 
and safety, and provides our food and clothing ; and I heard 
cousin read this tooja the Bible. Indeed, Papa, I did. Now, 
Papa, God has preserved. us, will you not read that good 
book, aud pray this morning, like uncle Thomas? You had 
better go into the house, my dear Henry, said his father; it 
is too cool for you to be here. Henry retired ; ; and his fa- 
ther continued walking till breakfast was on the table. After 
breaiktast, they went into the parlour, when Heary commen- 
ced—Papa, on Sunday, Uncle Thomas hears my cousins 
read in the Bible, and he explains it to them. He talks so 
good, I wish you could hear him, about Joseph, or Paul, or 
Jesus Christ the Saviour. He says we all need a Saviour, 
for we are all sinners, and should pray to God for his mercy. 
Then he hears them say their Catechism. Papa, why do 
you not learn me my Catechism, and hear me read my 
Bible ? I love to read that good book. Wuable to hear, aay 
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longer, these enquiries, Mr. Baldwin arose, went to his book 
case and took down a small bible, which his father nad given 
him, but which he had not looked into for a number of yesrs, 
and brought it to his son.—Here, Henry, is a Bible ; vou can 
read it, if you please; then saying he felt indis posed, retired 
to his room, and threw himself down on the bed. But he re- 
tired with a wounded spirit, from which he could not escape. 
He thought on the wealth he had acquired, but it gave no 
peace to his mind. He thought of his wretched neglect of 
the example, the instructions, the prayers of his pious pa- 
rents, now in the grave; he thought of his dear little Heary, 
whose religious education he had ‘neglec ted, and his soul was 
troubled: he felt the anguish of self. reproach. The sins of 
his past life rose to his view in a light entirely new. He felt 
himself to be a helpless, perishing sinner. He read the Bible, 
and cried to God for merey. At lengthasweet ray of hope, 
through a divine Saviour, broke into ‘his soul ; he found joy 
and peace in believing. He became a professor of religion, 
an active member of the church, a sincere and punctual wor- 
shipper of God, in public, in his family and in his closet. 
Jane was a Missionary to Henry; and Henry was a Mis- 
sionary to his father. CHILDREN MAY. BE MISSIONARIES— 
through the blessing of God, useful and successful Mission- 
aries, Y. F. 


OBITUARY OF MRS. MARY P. CLARK. 
(Concluded from p. 183.) 


& My dear husband, I love you and I have loved you 
too well. In this room we have passed many pleasant 
hours. It has always been a pleasant place, but is now 
ten thousand times more so than ever; for it is filled with 
the glory of Jesus, Forget it not: hither resort for medita- 
tion and prayer, and daily return thanks tothe Lord for what 
he hath done tor my soul. Make it a Bethel, and here con- 
tinue your family altar, and offer unt» the Lord a pure 
sacrifice. Be kind to the poor, the sick and the needy, and as 
far as is in your power alleviate the sorrows of the distress- 
ed. Be chacitable and contribute of your substance unto 
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the Lord. All you possess is his; make aright use of it. 
You may enjoy the good things of this life, but place not 
your afiections upon them. Be not extravagant, and if pos- 
sible curtail your expenses, that thus you may aid more efiect- 
ally in sending the Gospel to the heathen,—to the many 
millions that are perishing for lack of vision. Obey the com- 
mands of God and follow Christ; spend much of your time 
in prayer; take time for prayer; and do not as I have 
done, think you can perform the duty better by and by, 
and thus wholly neglect it, for you thereby rob God and 
cheat your own soul. Be faithful to that little one entrusted 
io your care: instruct it in the great truths of the Christian 
religion, and train it up for the Lord. Comfort my dear 
parents in their affliction; often visit them; bid them not 
weep for me, and tell them to live to Him who died for 
them and rose again; entreat them to bring to Christ their 
offspring in the arms of faith and he will receive them, and 
we shall all meet at last a happy family in heaven. Tell 
my dear mother to devote her spared life to God. Why 
should she drag along through her pilgrimage with so much 
toil and care? Bid her no longer live chained down to this 
low earth; and tell my dear father also to shake off sloth 
and fight manfully the fight of faith.” 

“Where is father Clark? Father! your glass is almost 
run: see to it that the foundation of your hope is in Christ. 
May the light of his countenance be lifted upon you through 
life, and light you down the dark. valley of the shadow of 
death. May His grace support you and all my friends.’ 
They will be supported—I have prayed for their support; 
and you, my dear husband, will have grace and strength 
equal to your day. Cheerfully consign me to the lonely 
grave, without a murmur, without a tear, without a sigh. 
Trust in the Lord; he will support you.” 

Addressing herself to Mrs. Clark, she said, ‘I love you, 
and I have always loved you. I love you all; but I love 
my Jesusmore. [shallsoon goto dwell with him. Hecalls 
me, I know his voice; and I can now walk through the 
dark valley of the shadow of death, fearing no evil. Death 
has been stiled the king of terrors, but he has no terrors 
for me. O Death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is 
thy victory.” 
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Before this she had been very weak and restlesss, and 
she was now checked several times through fear that she 
would be exhausted; but she observed, “God gives me 


strength—do you notice how strong I am, and how loud I. 


speak ? and He it is who hath made my bed ia peace. Yes, 


‘‘ Jesus can make a dying bed 

Feel soft as downy pillows are ; 
While on his breast I lean my head, 

And breath my life out sweetly there :” 


but I shall soon rise from this bed of down to the bosom 
of my dear Redeemer.” She then repeated the dying 
christian : 
| ‘¢ Vital spark of heavenly flame, 

Quit, O quit this mortal franre,” &e 


and afterwards remarked, “ just before our Saviour’s death 
his friends all forsook him and fled, but mine gather around 
my bed to administer to my wants.” Drink was then 
handed her, which she received and said, “when Christ 
hung upon the cross, they gave him vinegar and gall to 
drink, but I have wine, the cordial of life.” 

She spoke much of her unworthiness and the great con- 
descension of God in making her a*vessel of his mercy. 
She requested us to sing, ‘Jesus how bright thy glories 
shine.” I answered, ‘ we rejoice in heart, but-cannot well 
tupe our voices.” She reproved us, saying, “let your tongues 
praise him, that member which was made to praise him. 
Sing unto the Lord a new song, for praise is comely in his 
sight. Praise ye the Lord for it 1s good to’ praise him.” 

Medicine was soon after given, and for a little while she 
rested. She believed that every request she had made un- 


to God that day would-be granted. I asked her if she’ 


believed there would be a revival of religion in this place. 
“‘ Did I pray for it particularly ?” ‘I think not.” “ Well,” 
she replied,“ 1 will pray for it now.” Surely, thought 
I, this is Jacob,—and this isnone other than the house of God, 
—and this is the gate of heaven, And I was afraid, for how 
dreadful was this place ! 

Her physician camein and enquired how shedid. “Yam 
well, sir; God has removed all my pain, and has made 
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my bed in peace; surely the Lord is good even to the un- 
thankful and unjust.” He observedthat she must have rest. 
She replied with asmile, “I have rest both in bedy and 
soul. Sir, how blessed is the religion of Jesus! it will sap- 
port us ina dying hour. Sir,do you pray? and do sou 
always pray ? remember that you have an immoctal soul 
that will eternally exist, and that you must one day launch 
into the world of spirits and render your account unto the 
Lord. O prepare te meet thy. God!” And to her other phy- 


j sician she spoke of the blessedness of religion, and enquired 
' ef him if he was interested in the atonement of Christ. 


During the night she suffered exquisite pain, which caus- 


. ed partial derangement ;_ still she had the powers of recollec- 
tion, and spoke at intervals of Jesus and the supports of his 


grace. 

” Sabbath morning her parents from Deerfield arrived. 
She expressed much gratitude, and said “‘ how goed is God in 
granting me the privilege of seeing my dear mother once 
more ; will you give her something to take and ask her here.”” 
They came in; she was:caim; her father observed he was 
sorry to see her so low. She immediately rejoined, “ Papa, 
it is rather a matter of rejoicing than sorrow.” She gave 


them a correct account of what had taken place the day be- 


fore, and said when she was told in the evening that her 
symptoms were more favorable, she could hardly be recon- 
ciled, for she thought it far better to depart and be with 


_ Christ, and yet she desired to suffer his will. She conver- 


_ sed some time with them with apparent ease and increasing 
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strength, lamenting, in the course of her remarks, that she 
aad not made a public profession of her faith in Christ. 

In the afternoon of this day, ber father took leave of her, 
preparatory to returning to Deerfield for the children. She 
enquired alter them, and manifested much aaxiety for the 
eldest : “do M. be faithful to warn her; do pray for her ; and 
let us now unitedly pray for her.” I believe it was the 
prayer of faith. 

In the course of the day I asked her if she had faith fr 
the inhabitants of Deerfield. She replied, “I have taith 


| for all this region, for the Church universally, aud the 


ree 


world at large. I believe that glorious day predicted in 


the word of God is fast ushering in. And M. it will 
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soon be a glorious day here. O pray for it; you must pray 
for it; ‘tell Christians they must pray for it; and tell 
them to pray believing, and God will open you the win- 
dows of heaven and pour you outa blessing, that there’shall 
not be room enough to receive it. I see the cloud gather 
and lower; prepare to have it break upon you ; prepare to 
receive the spiritual shower, the gifts of the Holy Spirit.” 
She was faithful to admonish me, and may I never forget 
the duties she enjoined. I can truly say, “ it was.good to be 
there.” 

On Monday, the day of her death, her bodily indisposi- 
tion. increased, but her mind, when she was capable of con- 
versing, was calm, and death was without terror. “1 feel,” 
said she, * most heart-rending pangs ; but Jesus still supports 
me. Yes, it is Jesus—Jesus, lover of my soul! Jesus! how 
I love his name. He is precious.”” “ Is he more precious,” — 
I asked, “than all earthly friends?” * O yes,” she replied, | 
smiling, “he is the chief among ten thousand, and alto- 
gether lovely. I love his name; I love his character; glori- 
ous Immanuel! I am full; but weak and unable to talk. 
Do love him ; do serve him; and receive him as a whole 
Saviour, for he is almighty to save, and there is none other.” J 
She avowed her confidence in his divinity, and spoke of death — 
and the cay of judgment; of the separation of the righteous 
and the wicked; and from her faltering lips sounded the ad- | 
monition, ** Be ye also ready.” | | 

On one occasion she exclaimed, “‘ Lord Jesus! help me to f 
lay down this clay tenement: into thy hands I commit my 
dust, my all: though sown in corruption, it shall be rais- | 
ed in incorruption ; this mortal shall put on immortality, and | 
shine in the spotless robe of my Redeemer’s righteous- | 
ness.” : 
It was thought she could not suryive many moments for | 
several hours before she expired. Her eyes were many times | 
seemingly set in death; but she was apparently called back | 
to await the arrival of her friends. ‘Thirty minutes before | 
her death she was asked, “are you sensible you are dying?” — 
“ Yes.” ““TFlave you still the presence of your Saviour?” — 
Smiling, ‘ Yes.”” ‘These were her last words. Her sisters © 
came; she was speechless yet seemed to express that she 
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knew them. Her eyes were fixed on her eternal home, and 
soon she fell asleep in Jesus. 

Could I relate all her different remarks, word for word 
- it would still be impossible to give them that emphasis aad 
| energy, with which they fell from her lips. He only, whe 
was an eye witness, can have any just conception of the fervour 
_ which she manifested; and if this, as some may call it, be 
_ enthusiasm, would to God that all the church were thus en- 
_ thasiastic, and every son and daughter of Adam an enthasi- 


ast. 
* The soul 

Has flashes, transient intervals of light, 
Which suddenly present 
A glance of truth, as though the heavens were rent, 
These are the moments when the mind is sane, 
For then a hope of Heaven, the Saviour’s cross,- 
Seem what (hey are, and all things etse but joss.’ 


= 
MISSIONARY ENTERPRISE.—No. V. 


Mr. Enp:ror, 

The inclosed sheet contains an extract from the journal of 
a young man who had conceived a design fraught with good 
to a portion of our fellow men, and who commenced this 
tour in search of a kindred spirit as his coadjutor. The fri- 
gid calculator who gravely ponders and-weighs all the analo- 
gies of nature, shrinks at human frailty, and would “ see the 
ead from the beginning,” would have given him the stigma 
of enthusiast and visionary. Yet the project bids fair to 
succeed, 

The extract may not be irrelevant to the object of your pa- 
per or to the present No. of the “ Missionary Enterprise.’ 

Yours very respectfully, SYLVAN. 


“YT resumed the stage at N ,and after three days of 
the most agonizing suspense, found myself in the embraces of 
my friend. He received and detained me with the tender- 
ness of a brother. My heart caught a new flame while 
he spoke of events joyous and of others afflictive. He is 
firm to his God amidst objects the most fascinating to 
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youth. That great commission of our Saviour, “‘ Go preach 
the gospel to every creature,” he makes his own, and the spi- 
rit of it runs into all his natural and Christian feelings. To 
my peculiar solicitation he assented, with fixed purpose, but 
with diffidence of his piety and talents. And who would not 
distrust himself? Our God will say untous, “ fear not; for I 
am with thee.” An army “thirty thousand strong” of such 
young men may be raised in our country, if they could be 
supported in the “ tented field.” 

“You have seen the “ Missionary Catechism.” It isa 
novel production, suited to the exigencies of the country. It 
can hardly fail to engage the minds of children. The mode 
of instruction by questions and answers is simple and natural, 
is that which the mother adopts, and which admits of any lu- 
cid illustrations. When I had perused it, in all the ardor of 
confident expectation I wrote over the frontispiece with my 
pencil, * ‘The Grand Catholicon.” I saw it, in fancy, re- 
moving the children from our streets, a generation of Mis- 
sionarees, and placing their feet on the shores of Asia, Afri- 
ca and South America. I saw the wilderness blossom as the 
rose, the nations healed of their maladies, and the walls of 
heaven overflowing with blessings upon a renovated world. 
This was fancy; but pardon me, if I speak of facts and re- 
late an occurrence which gratified me. 

‘‘ A fellow passenger, whose snowy locks and decrepit 
frame bespoke his years and commanded my. reverence, 
eager yet to learn, wished me to read from the little book in 
my hand. I acquiesced, and read the sections on Heathen- 
ism, and The duty of Christians to propagate the Gospel. 
At the recital of the following answers he, and a little daugh- 
ter, who was on her way to a summer school, wept aloud. — 

‘¢Q. Can you give some account of the different kinds of 
self-torture practised by the heathen ? 

A. In some countries, it is a frequent practice to lie and 
walk on points of sharp iron; to hang suspended by large 
hooks fastened in the back ; to hold the arms over the head 
until they become withered ; to sit for years in the same po- 
sition ; to bore holes in their tongues and sides ; and to throw 
themselves from a high place upon sharp knives. 


Q. What particulars can you state respecting human sac- 
rifices ? | : 
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A. Infants are often thrown into rivers to be devoured by 
alligators; parents are left by their children to perish with 
hunger; women are burnt and buried alive with the dead 
bodies of their husbands, and multitudes, of all ages, perish 
by long journies to idolatrous temples, or are crushed be- 
neath the wheels of idol-cars. 

“ If I were a young man,” said he“ Papa,” interrupt- 
ed the little innocent; anticipating his wish, “ lam yours and 
I am God’stoo. You can giveme tothe heathen. God will 

t me,and I willgo. You are too old, I am too young yet ; 
but I shall be as old as Mrs. Newell in a few years.” 

The father wept again; and who could refrain? I could 
not. She is a hopeful subject of the late revival, and she here, 
I trust, expresses the feelings of hundreds. 

We had finished the fourth Chap. What remains to be 
done, aud were remarking on some of the awful facts related 
there, when the stage arrived at the Hotel in L 

“ Q. Do you recollect how an infant was once saved in 
India ? 7 

A. One, which had been exposed in a basket, fell from it, 
and a wild beast seized it and was running away with it, when 
some of the missionaries, passing by, rescued it. Passing 
under the same tree afterwards, they found a basket in the 
branches, containing the skeleton of another infant, which 
had been devoured by ants. 

2. How dosome of the African tribes treat their sick rela- 
tives P 

A. As soon as they think their friends will not recover, 
before they die, they leave them in the field to be devoured 
by the wolves. 

Q. How are aged, sickly mothers sometimes treated in 
Greenland ? | 

A. Their children often bury them alive, and say that it is 
no cruelty. 

It afforded me no small satisfaction, while dinner was 
preparing, to observe the old gentleman drop a bank note 
into a pretty missionary box standing on the sideboard.” 

Accidentally casting his eye upon the plate in the Cate- 
chism, he inquired what it was intended to represent. I ob- 
served that it was the “ Car of the Idol Juggernaut.” It is 
about 60 feet high and stands upon wheels. ‘The god, a fright~ 
2Q* 
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ful block of wood, rides in it, is enthroned upon the topof it on 
festival occasions, and is moved up and down, fer the pur- 
pose of exhibition, by a rope passing round his neck. Those 
horses and the charioteer are carved wood. It is drawn by 
those men hold of the ropes. The cloud back repre- 
sents the immense concourse of spectators and pilgrims who 
have come great distances to worship and die at Juggernaut. 
The throng is innumerable ; 100,000, says Dr, Buchanan, 
would not be missed.” | oy 

“¢ What is this?” said the old man, pointing to the per- 

son before the wheels. “ Alas? ” said I, “it were a trifle 
to draw a Car, whether a man or a god rode; but to drag 
a ponderous Car over human beings is conduct, which the 
heathen only can practice and justify. That man is to be 
crushed beneath the wheels. He murders himself to propi- 
tiate the favour of the god. He is a deformed, or aged, or 
helpless man, who expects, in consequence of this offering, to 
pass into glory, or to be re-united to a healthful, young and 
vigorous body. Multitudes perish with these alluring anti- 
cipations, and “ read their sentence at the flames of Hell.” 
‘Multitudes more slip down and are trampled to death by the 
crowd, or are caught by the broad wheels. Multitudes more 
are pressed to death by the throng moving towards the Car; 
Hundreds of women and children perish often in a single day. 
The sandy plains. around are white with human bones. 
“Oh! there is no pity at Juggernaut.” 

The deep feeling in my audience may be seen by the se- 
quel. “ The Bible, said the aged and grateful man, has 
made us to differ. God gave us the treasure, and I re- 
turn to him all that my old age can spare.” ‘The pious 
daughter voluntarily relinquished a gown and parasol which 
she had in promise, and the father entrusted me with an equiv- | 
alent in money for the Board of Commissioners. I gave het 
the Missionary Catechism.” 

(To be continued.). 
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COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 
THE SQUIRREL. 
A FRAGMENT. 


At that instant a beautiful little red squirrel started 
from the roadside, and darted up into a tall beech tree. 
But I must first begin a little further back in my story. 
It was a fine morning in June, and 
had already grown rather late, when Theodore, called at a 
decent looking country inn, in a secluded valley, to finda 
little refreshment for his horse. ‘’‘Tis a noble and generous 
animal,” thought he to himself, as his empty carriage was rol- 
ling on ;—I say empty ; for though he filled one of the seats 
himself, there remained two others unoccupied.—* ’Tis a 
noble and generous creature ;, and ungenerous and unfeeling 
must be the heart which can suffer the horse that carries him 
to want any good thinz.” 

Already had he passed by one, and another, and another tav- 
ern by the way. At length this caught hiseye. He hoped it 
would be a good one ; for he had often been deceiyed by a fair 
outside ; and a kind Providence more than answered his hopes ; 
—and it is always so when hopes are built on prayers. 
Here he found both “ straw and provender for his horse, and 
refreshment within, for both body and mind. And besides, 
his calling there just at that time prepared the way for all 
that followed, as you shall presenily see. 

Now some would have supposed this was all chance, as 
they call it; but Theodore never thought so. He believed it 
was all brought about by his Heavenly Father ; and that made 

















him always happy, and thankful to his Heavenly Father for it; 


and that again made him so much the more happy ; and that 
again made him thank his Heavenly Father so muchthe more ; 
—and soon. And this was just Theodore’s way of being 
happy ; for he could always praise his Heavenly Father as 
much as he pleased; and. thus he could always be as 
happy as he pleased.—-But as I was going to describe the 
squirrel and not Theodore. 

He started from the inn about eleven o’clock, and rode in 
a N. W. course some distance through an unirequented coun- 
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try. Nature alone lived here, in all her mildness. Close on 
his right hand was a lofty mountain. On his left, an aerial 
grove of beeches and maples, whose thick foliage secured him 
from the piercing rays of the noonday sun. Ata little dis- 
tance was a stream of water, rumbling in hoarse melody 
among embedded rocks. Above his head were the birds, 
merrily hopping from branch to branch, tuning their wild 
‘notes of praise. Before him was the mild breath of heaven, 
gently fanning his moistened brow. All was joyful, and 
seemed to invite Theodore to those grateful notes of praise 
we have just alluded to.—* It is a pity,” thought he, “ that I 
should enjoy all this alone.”—Just at that moment, as his 
horse was turning aside to a watering place, he heard a little 
pleasant, modest voice—- May we ride, sir?” Turning 
around to the left, he saw three little misses of about seven 
or eight years of age, standing close in a row ; their neat lit- 
tle frocks waving in the air ; their cheeks of a rosy hue ; and 
their eyes sparkling, and bosoms heaving with anxious ex- 
pectation. ‘“ Yes,” said he at once—“ yes, my dears, you 
‘may ride. Come, climb directly into the carriage, all of 
you.” This said, he places them all side by side, on the 
seat which he had occupied, and himself moved forward to 
a single seat before them; and so drove on.—Happy 
little group! Methinks I can see them this moment, as they 
rode; ‘Theodore guiding the horse, questioning and explain- 
ing, and his little charge answering, and asking, and smiling. 
—I think their names were Eliza, and Harriet, and Emeline. 

Theodore. Were you going a great way, my little misses, 
all afoot and alone F 

Eliza. We are agoing away off so (pointing ) five miles. 
Emeline and I are going with Harriet; she is our cousin. 
She has been to see us, and so we are accompanying her 
home, and coming back again. 

Theo. So Eliza and you are little sisters ? 

Emeline. Yes sir; she is my sister, and Harriet is my 
cousin ; and we two live back near the tavern in the valley ; 
and she lives away five miles ; and Grandpa’ Abraham lives 
away three miles; and there we want to ride, and then we 
will walk afoot. At this instant, as I said be- 
fore, a beautiful little red squirrel started from the road side, 
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darted along a few leaps on the ground, and then skipped up 
the trunk of a stately beech tree. 

Theo. What is that, which runs so prettily ? 

All, A squirrel—a squirrel—a squirre! ! 

Theo. A squirrel ? And what makes it so spry to run up 
into that high tree ? Could you run up into the tree so? 

All. No, sir. 

Theo. Then the little squirre} is better than you, is’nt he— 
better to run and skip and climb ? 

Eliza. Yes, sir. 

Theo. And who made him so sprightly ? 

Em. I don’t know, sir. 

Theo. Look up there! what is that which saiis 
along so through the skies? Do you see it? 

Har. Yes, sir; it is a bluebird, I guess. 

Theo. And could you fly so? 

Har. O! no sir. 

Theo. Could Emeline or Eliza ? 

Har. No, sir; nor ma’, nor grandpa’, nor any body in 
the world, can they 3 > Could you fly, sir? 

Theo. No, no, my. dear.—Whiat then, is that little blue 
bird superior to every body in the world? and can you tell 
me ‘how it is better ? 

Har. Yes sir, it can fly better, can’t it ? 

Theo. Yes dear. And do you see how the 
horse draws all along up the hill, and the carriage besides, 
without stopping or being tired ?>—And which of you now is 
going to tell me how the horse too, is better than any body 
in the world ? 

All. Because he is stronger, sir. 

Theo. You are right, my dears.—And those beautiful lit- 
tle ducks there in the brook—how easily they swim / 

Em. And the ducks, I suppose, are better to swim than 
any body in the world? 

Lheo. They are; for they can swim just as far and as 
long as they please, without any ship, or sail, or boat, or 
paddle.—Do you know what all these mean ? 

Eli. Yes sir; I have rode in the boat, when Jonathan 
has paddled me across our mill-pond ; and papa has told me 
how the great ships sail over the great sea. 

«am I'hus far the dialogue had been earried on in a 
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level with their puerile minds. But it was Theodore’s priu- 
ciple never to talk for nothing ; and in this case his aim 
was, if possible, to teach these same /ittle low minds, to grow 
larger, and soar higher ; or rather to learn them how to 
teach themselves. Ajfter a few minutes reflection, he there- 
fore proceeded thus. 

Theo. And now, little misses, can you tell how every 
body in the world, and how every one of you, is better, a 
great deal better, than the squirrel, or bird, or horse, or duck, 
or any other creature you ever saw, besides men, and women, 
and children ? 

All. No sir ; nobody ever told me. 

Theo.. Do you go to school this summer ? 

( To be continued. ) 


COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN, 


GRATITUDE FOR BIRTH IN A CHRISTIAN 
CGUNTRY. 


“I thank the goodness and the grace, 
Which on my birth have smil’d, 
And made me in these latter days, 
A bappy Christian child.” 


Tt was on one of those fine mornings in May, when the 
voice of the turtle begins to be heard in the land, that, while 
waiking in the streets of a city, which has recently been vis- 
ited with a revival of religion, I heard this song-of praise as- 
cending from youthful lips. ‘Turning to observe whence it 
proceeded, I saw at no great distance from me a little girl 
whom the freshness and fragrance of the season had called 
forth for an early walk. As J gazed at her countenance in 
which a mingled sériousness and cheerfulness were apparent, 
* Who knows,” I said to myself “ but the lips and the heart 
may be in unison ? It is surely by no means improbable, as I 
have been informed that many of the dear children here, have 
begun to love the God of their fathers. 

At least, thought I, she has cause to ‘bless the grace, 
the distinguishing grace which has cast her lot in one of those 
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few countries where the “glad tidings of great joy” have 
been proclaimed. What if hers had been a pagan land? Then 
instead of that fond mother who watched the sleep of. her 
cradle, she might have found a cruel parent who like moth- 
ers in India, had left her to perish through want, or cast her 
to the jaws of the crocodile. Or if she had been blessed 
with a mother of the tendérest affection, she might still have 
been destroyed in infancy by this same kind parent through 
motives of kindness. Does this seem impossible? Let us 
hear then. the reply of a mother in South America who when 
reproved by a Missionary for following the custom of destroy- 
ing female infants, answered with tears, “I wish, father, I 
wish that my mother had by my death prevented the distress- 
es I endure, and have yet to endure as long as I live.” 

‘¢ What kindness can we show te our female children equal 
to that of relieving them from such oppression, more bitter a 
thousand times than death? I say again, would to God that 
my mother had put me under ground the moment I was born !” 

But these evils of heathenism, dreadful as they are, be- 
come as the small dust of the balance when weighed against 
that awful destiny from which none of our guilty race can be 
delivered but through faith in Jesus. ‘“ But how shall they 
believe in him, of whom they have not heard ? and how shall 
they hear without a preacher? and how shall they preach ex- 
cept they be sent ?” and by whom, Christian mothers, shall 
they be sent if you do not aid in sending them? Can you look 
at your suffering sisters of the human race, and, “ remember- 
ing the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, who though he was 
rich yet for our sakes became poor,” feel as though the mis- 
siona!y cause has no further claims upon you? And whe, dear 
youthful reader, is under greater obligations than yeurself 
for the privileges of a Christian land? Why not then testify 
your gratitude by devoting your wealth, your knowledge, and 
your all, to the advancement of the dear Redeemer’s kingdom 
in this rebellious and ruined world ? ii. 





COMNUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 
OBOOKTIAH’S GRAVE. 


The sun had just sunk below the horizon, when I reached 
the brow of the hill that looks down upon the village of Corn- 
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wall. The extended valley before me opening to the soutit 
west and now clothed with the richest verdure; the neat little 
dwellings scattered upon the surrounding hills; and the fad- 
ing hue of even,” still lingering in the west would of themselves 
not fail to awake the fancy and sooth the heart. But it was 
from associations connected with the consecrated school be- 
neath, and the departed Obookiah that the scene derived its 
highest interest. Here in this happy vale in the midst ofa 
Christian people, were assembled from many kindreds and 
people and tongues to learn the way of God more perfectly ; 
those who had been taught to bow down to “ idols, weod, 
and stone.” Here too Obookiah lived and prayed, and died. 

As I descended the hill, I observed at a little distanee on 
my left the village church yard. It was not difficult to find 
the place where they had laid the lamented youth of Owhy- 
hee. A marble tablet covered his remains on which was the 
following inscription : 

IN 
MEMORY OF 


HENRY OBOOKIAH, 
A NATIVE OF 
OWHYHEE. 


His arrival in this country 
gave rise to the Foreign Mission School, 
of which he was a worthy member. 
He was once an Idolater, and was 
designed for a Pagan Priest ; but by 
the grace of God, and by the prayers 
and instructions of pious frieads 
he became a Christian. 

He was eminent for piety and 
Missionary zeal. When almost prepared 
to return to his native Isle to preach the 

Gospel, God took him to himself. In his fast 
sickness, he wept and prayed for Owbvhee, 
but was submissive. He died without fear, 

with a heavenly smile on his 
countenance, and glory in his soul, 
Feb. 17, 1818, 
aged 26. 
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COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 
A CHILD’S LAMENTATION. 


As I was passing along a solitary part of the road, on my 
return from a visit in the country a few days siuce, my attea- 
tion was arrested by alittle girl, about nine years old, beckon- 
ing me to stop. * Pray sir, be so kind as to break me off a 
bunch of leaves, to make a bed for the poor lamb that’s run 
over.” I got out of my chaise, and went with the child to a 
tree a little distance from the road side. Here was a fine 
black lamb stretched on the ground ; the blood was running 
out of its nostrils—it made a faint continued noise like a fee- 
ble groaning, and seemed to be expiring. A solitary sheep 
|:ept close to the spot and watched all our motions. ‘ Poor 
thing !” said the little girl, “ he never will skip and play any 
more on the beggar’s ground”—and burst into tears. My 
dear, suid I, how did it happen? “It was sleeping in the 
path,” she answered, “ close by where its mother was feed- 
ing, and the two cruel gentlemen, that went along just now in 
the carriaye, never minded the lamb, but drove straight over 
it: and I brought it away from the hot sun, and laid it here in 
the shade; but it won’t get well”—and again, with her apron, 
she wiped away the tears which she could not suppress. 
‘Poor old Mrs. G ”? she continued in her siraple man- 
ner, “ she will be so sorry when she comes to know it—it was 
all the lamb she had.”? Where does Mrs. G-——live? said 
ft. ** Yonder, on the beggar’s ground,” she replied, pointing 
to a cottage on the commons about half a mile off. Are vou 
going to tell her? ‘* Ma’ sent me to carry some radishes and 
milk for her tea.” By this time the lamb was dead. “He’li 
want no bed of leaves,” said little Maria, and as she took up 
her basket to go, she turned to look again at the object of hey 
griei—* O, it was so cruel to let the wheel go over an inno- 
centlamb,” she said, and hurried off for the poor woman’s 
cottage. 

My own feelings were scarcely less excited than hers : and 
i could not help reflecting,as lslowly pursued my journey, how 
dead to every tender and generous feelifig must be the heart 
that can be indifferent to pain, even though the sufferer were 
a worm. The wanton young man that would crush ar ingo- 
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cent animal under the wheel of his carriage, rather than check 
or turn aside his steed, is unworthy of the name of husband, 
or brother, or friend. Let him be the companion of no one ; 
for in his cold, unfeeling heart there are none of those amia- 
ble affections which form the cement of kindred souis; there 
is no milk of kindness in his breast—he cannot feel another’s 
woes, nor share another’s joys. 


‘‘T would not enter on my list of friends, 
Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm.” 


Cruelty to animals gradually hardens the heart, and nur- 
tures a spirit of haughtiness, distrust and violence. I have 
seen a Stripling plucking off the wings of an insect, or cutting 
off the feet of an unfledged bird, and delighting to inflict pain 
upon every victim that fellin his way: and] have seen him 
turbulent and vindictive in bis manhood, abandoning a 
broken-hearted companion to grief and poverty, and bringing 
down a parent’s grey hairs with sorrow to his grave. 

EUMENAS, 


~S  e 


RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCE, 
REVIVALS OF RELIGION. 


‘¢T will be as the dew unto Israel,” was the promise made 
unto Zion by her Almighty Saviour. As the silent, refresh- 
ing, and unfailing dew of evening, so shall my spirit descend 
with his reviving influence. When the time, the set time to 
faveur Zion shall have come, then, not as in former days, 
will I cause it to rain, at distant intervals on one city and 
not another; but as extensive as are the visitations of evening, 
and as frequent as the return of morning shall be the commu- 
nications of my grace. 

And can any one who has attentively considered the nu 
merous revivals with which the church has been blessed for a 
few years past, and those who are now causing joy on earth 
and in heaven, doubt whether the Lord is abeut to arise and 
have mercy upon Zion? From communications made to the 
General Association of Conyecticut, it appears that out of 
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two hundred towns in the state, eighty-four have within the 
year, enjoyed seasons of refreshing fiom the presence of the 
Lord. The whole number. of hopeful converts in these 
towns is estimated at five thousand. In this coun- 
ty, (New-Haven,) twenty-five out of thirty-one societies 
have shared in the good work. More than five hundred 
have made a profession of their faith in Jesus, and about one 
thousand others have become the hopeful subjects of renew- 
sg grace. Weare happy to have it in our power to state, 
that in this city there is an increasing attention to the con- 
cerns of eternity. “ What shall I doto be saved F” is at the 
present time the language of many a heart. 

Revivals of religion have likewise commenced in several 
towns in Vermont. In Middlebury, which has often shared 
in the effusions of the Spirit, the work is said to be powerful. 
The college, the female school, and the village all experience 
its life-giving influence. 

In Pittsfield, Mass. converts to Zion are multiplying. 
There are said, also, to be very favourable prospects of a 
revivalin the District of Columbia. 

The state of religion in the churches under the General 
Assembly of the Presbyterian church is very encouraging. 
*¢ Additions have been made during the last year, to the church- 
es, from which returns have been received, of seven thousand 
one hundred and eighty six souls. ‘To many of these, the 
Lord manifested himself not ‘in the great and strong wind 
which rent the moutains, and broke in pieces the rock,’ but 
in the still small voice.? They were the fruits of the ordi- 
nary operations of the spirit in the word, which though not 
called revivals, afford a gradual accession to the church of 
such as we trust shall be saved, and for which we owe to 
God our gratitude. But the most of that number are the 
fruits of such numerous, extensive, and blessed out-pourings 
of the spirit of God during the past year, as the assembly 
has never before had the opportunity to record. ‘hese sub- 
jects have been of all ages and classes from eighty down to 
ten years of age; the old and stubborn oak, and the young 
aud tender plant, have alike bent before the wind that blow- 
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Interesting Fact. 
INTERESTING FACT. 


The following anecdote was related by the Rev. Dr. M‘-——(wiic 
knew the fact,) in a social meeting for prayer. 


A gentleman residing in the western part of the state of 
New York, a few years since, had sent two of his daughters 
to Litchfield for an education. While they were there God 
was pleased to bless the place witha revival of religion. The 
news of it reached the ears of their father. He was much 
troubled for his daughters; apprehensive, (to use his own 
words) that their minds might be affected, and they be tright- 
ened into religion. 

He had been informed that the Spirit of God was striving 
with them, and that they were inquiring with the deepest so- 
licitude, the way of eternal fife. 

Alive (as he thought) to their happiness, and determined to 
allay their fears and quiet their distresses, he sent a friend to 
Litchfield with positive orders to bring them immediately 
home, that they might not be lost to all happiness and hope, 
and consigned to gloom and despondency. 

The messenger departed on this errand of their father’s 
love. He arrived—but was-too late. God had baptised 
them both with his Spirit and adopted them into his family. 
They had chosen Christ for their portion, and had resolved 
that whatever others might do, they would serve the Lord. 
They looked at both sides of the great question—they looked 
at the world and the pleasures of the world, and they looked 
to God and the glories of immortality, and with an eye full 

fixed on heaven, they determined to live for eternity. ‘They 
saw their chief happiness to consist in loving and serving God. 
They discovered that “ Religion was never designed to make 
their pleasures less’”—that it commends and approves every 
rational enjoyment which the world can afford, and adds oih- 
ers of a higher and more exalted nature, which the world can- 
not give, which the world cannot take away. 

They returned to their father’s—not overwhelmed (as he 
expected) with gloom and despondency, but with hearts glow- 
ing with gratitude to God, and countenances beaming with a 


heavenly serenity and celestial hope. Indeed they rejoiced 
in the Lord. 
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They told their father what the Lord had done for their 
souls—that they were pilgrims here—they kept in view the 
bright fields of promise as they traversed this desert of sin, 
and were looking for that city which hath foundations. 

Soon after their return home they were anxious to establish 
family worship. They affectionately requested their father 
to commence that duty. He replied, that he saw no use in 
it. He had lived very well more than fifty years without 
prayer, and he could not be burdened with itnow. They 
then asked permission to pray with the family themselves. 
Not thinking they would have confidence to do it, he assent- 
ed to the proposition. 

The duties of the day being ended, and the hour for retir- 
ing to rest having arrived, the sisters drew forward the stan t, 
placed on it the Bible—one read achapter --they both knerl- 
ed—the other engaged in prayer. ‘he father stood—and 
while the humble fervent prayer of his daughter as ascend- 
ing on devotion’s wing to heaven, his knees began to tremble ? 
his nerves which had been gathering strength tor half a centu-- 
ry could no longer support “him—he aiso knee led, aod then 
became prosirate on the fgor. God heard their prayer, and 
directed their father’s weeping eyes (which had never shed 
tears of penitence before) to the Lamb of God which taketh 
away the sins of the world. 

Happy family—a believing father—and believing child- 
dren! whose God is the Lornp ! 


UNITED FOREIGN MISSION SOCIETY. 


Two large Mission Families have been sent forth by this 
Society to the Indian tribes in our Western wilderness. The 
first, which is probably known to most of our readers by the 
name of the Union Mission, after a year of much afiliction, 
reached the place ofits destination among the Osages of the 
Arkansas on the 20th of Feb. last. This family “originally 
consisted of seventeen adults and four children, but two of 
their number Miss Hoyt, and Miss Lines, completed their 
earthly pilgrimage while descending the waters of the Ohio; 


' and not one of the family escaped entirely the disease of the 
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climate.” Peace be to the memory of those who fell asleep 
in Jesus before entering the field of labour. In many a place 
where the gospel will be preached, shali this that they have 
suffered for the poor Indian be told as a memorial of them. 

Three or four of the party were sent forward to prepare 
buildings for the remainder of the family. The Indians re- 
ceived them kindly, andexpressed much satisfaction at seeing 
“ the long expected Missionaries.” “'To me,” said the Osage 
Chief, “this isa glorious morning. I am glad in my heart, 
that I ever lived to see this day. Now my children will be 
taught to read, and live like the white men. We want to 
Jearn your religion. It is better than ours.” 

The second Mission Family consisting of ten male adults, 


fifteen female adults, and sixteen children, constitutes the 


Great Osage Mission. ‘They are now on their way to the 
Osages of the Missourt, but have with the Union Mission, 
been called to bury one of their uumber, (Mrs. Newton,) on 
the banks of the Ohio. 
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PALESTINE MISSION, 


Extract of a letter from Rev. Mr. Parsons, dated Grecian 
Archipelago off Scio, Dec. 9, 1820. 


My feet have not yet stood “on the shores of Canaan, 
the holy land promised to Abraham,” but I hope soon to re- 
side in that city which is dear to the heart of every christian. 
I left Smyrna, Tuesday evening last, expecting to land at Jop- 
pa, and from thence take a direct course to Jerusalem. My 
dear brother, and fellow labourer, Mr. Fisk, will remain yet 
a little while in Smyrna for the purpose of aiding the work of 
distributing Bibles, and religious tracts. The glad tidings 
of salvation may now be put into the hands of thousands m 
this empire. And perhaps this is the mest promising method 
of doing good to the souls of our fellow-men. During a short | 
tour in Asia Minor we distributed 1300 religious tracts, and | 
geveral copies of the New Testament in different languages. 
Many applications were made for Bibles which we have not 
been able as yet to supply. 

We have taken a passage in a Greek vessel which is bound 
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to Joppa in Syria, conveying pilgrims who are going to Je- 
rusalem for to worship. They frequently inquire of me if I 
am going as a pilgrim to Jerusalem, and they think it strange 
that people in America should know any thing of the holy 
city. Ihave read to them from the Testament in their own 
language, and they gave good attention. There are three 
Turks with us in the ship who are devoted to the religion of 
the false prophet. It is affeciing to see them prostrating them- 
selves on the floor, in the service of prayer, and looking to- 
wards Mecca, the city of their beloved prophet. They are 
quite free in their conversation,and morning and evening give 
me the accustomed salutations of friendship. ‘They are in- 
teresting men, and are to be remembered in the prayers of alt 
those who know the truth ag it is in Jesus. 

With respect to the Jews, it has not been in our power as 
yet to extend to them the hand of benevolence. But, in future, 
our situation will lead us to a more partiular acquaintance 
with their spiritual state. From information received, we are 
led to believe that the veil is still upon their hearts. ‘They 
seem to be awake to the movement of christians and are for- 
tifying themselves in their infidelity. But when Jehovah 
speaks, they will hear. Hereis a strong refuge in trouble. 
The promises, quoted in your letter, together with many 
similar ones, are sufficientjto encourage and strengthen all who 
wait for the consolation of Israel. 

You will continue to pray for them, till the set time shall 
come. O that every christian would weep over this valley 
of dry bones, till the breath come in them, and there stand up 
an exceeding great army. 

“The Lord lift up his countenance upon thee and give thee 
peace.” 


Your brother, in the gospel of our Lord, 
LEVI PARSONS. 


—- 


SANDWICH MISSION. 


Letters have been received from our Missionaries ai the 
Sandwich Islands, dated, Nov. 20, 1820, being four months 
later than the first intelligence by the Levant. The missiona- 
ries still continue to experience the utmost kindness both from 
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the natives and from the whites who visit the Islands. They 
have 90 scholars under their instruction, some of whom have. 
already learned to read intelligibly in the Bible. The hope. 
is also indulged that one poor pagan female had not listened 
in vain to the words of eternal life. Will not the impenitent 
reader call to mind that saying of the Lord Jesus, “ many 
shall come from the east and trom the west, and shall sit 
down with Abraham, and Isaac, and Jacob, in the kingdom 
of heaven. But the children of the kingdom shall be cast 
out into outer darkness.” 


“COME OVER AND HELP US.” 


A letter has been received from Mrs. Thurston, one of the 
female Missionaries at the Sandwich Islands, which meations 
the arrival of a vessel from the North West Coast of America 
with the intelligence that the natives there were asking for 
missionaries. Tiey say, “you bring missionaries to the 
Sandwich zalands, why don’t you bring them to us?” They 
were told, “ you are too savage; missionaries cannot stay 
with you. 2 They replied, “ w hy don’t they come and see 
us, we will give them the best we have.” One of the chiefs 
said, if missionaries did not come there, he would go where 
they were. 
| Surely the hearts of all men are in the hands of the Lord, 
and He turneth them whithersoever he will. 








Letter from George Prince Tamoree to the Rev. Dr. Wor- 
cester. July 27, 1829. 


Dear Frrenp—I have now an opportunity to write, 
which I shall improve, as they do not very often occur. I 
have not any thing very particular to write, only to express 
the gratitude I feel toward you and the benevolent Society, 
which was of so much benefitto me. My regard for your 
kindness can only be expressed by protecting these servants 
of yours now in our kingdom. Such care shall be taken of 
these friends, as I trust will be approved of by you. Truly 
it is a blessing to this benighted land; and unto the Board 
our grateful hearts we pour. 
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I feel very happy myself to have their society. I feel al- 
most in America, and could I render any assistance, it would 
be with the greatest pleasure. 

My father is much pleased with their being here. He is 
willing to do all he can for them; to give them as much land 
as they wish to have, and furnish them with such articles of 
provision as they stand in need of. He says, that all he 
wants is, to have them teach his people, and not behave like 
bad white men. | 

I am requested by my father to send to you for a ministex 
and several mechanics ; house and ship carpenters, cabinet 
makers, and with the rest a farmer, and a good saw mill. 
These my father is very anxious to have. The mill we shall 
expect to pay for when received. And a good physician, 
one that is capable of doing his duty. The expenses I ex- 
pect to pay myself, and support those you send. 

I hope you will permit me to choose Mr. Stone. 

As I have many letters to write, I must have them short. 
I can’t close this, however without, expressing my greatest 
gratitude to you and my American friends. Could I visit 
your shore again, it would be with the greatest pleasure. 
Bat as it is uncertain, I again bid you farewell. 

G. P. TAMOREE. 

Rev. Samuel Worcester, D-. D. 


P. S. Lamin need of anumber of books. If you would be 
so kind as to send some out by the first opportunity I would 
satisfy you for them, letting me know the expenses. You 
may & get such as you think will be useful to me, and as many 
1s you please. Yours, G. ‘FP. F. 
Atoor, Aug. 3, 1820. 


ANECDOTE. 


‘* Papa,” saida Little Boy to his father, “‘ what is the mean- 
ing of the words Cherubim and Seraphim, which we meet 
with in the Holy Scriptures ??—* Cherubim,” replied his 
father, “isa Hebrew word signifying knowledge; Seraphim 
is another word of the same language, and signifies flame. 
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Whence it is supposed, that the Cherubim are angels who ex- 
cel in knowledge ; and that the Seraphim are angels likewise, 
whe excel in loving God.” “I hope then,” said the little 
boy, “when I die, I shall be a Seraph; for I would rathes 
Yove God than know all things !” 








POETRY. 


RICHARD--A VILLAGE TALE. 


[Continued from page 193 } 


Full sixteen years had wing’d their rapid flight, 
Since Richard first beheld the morning light ; 
Yet all his days had pass’d unvex’d by care, 
When he was call’d, a parting stroke to bear. 
Scarce could his heart support the mournful scene, 
When on his bed expiring, though serene, 

He saw his father laide—he felt each sigh, 

And mark’d the tears that trickle’d from his eye. 
’T was not the sigh of dread—composure reign’d 
O’er every f ature and his heart sustain’d. 

For him, stern Death possess’d no fearful sting, 
But seem’d approaching on an angel’s wing, 

While the bright prospect of eternal bliss, 
Diffused through all his soul celestial peace. 

Stull when his Richard, he beheld in tears, 

In vain he strove to hide a father’s fears : 

For well se knew the dangerous snares that lie, 
To temp’, in fair disguise the youthful eye— 

Yet to his God he could his son commend, 
Through lite to be his “ Guardian and his friend, 
When near the bed the honest farmer drew, 

To hiv he loved to speak the last adieu ; 

His heart grief tilled—the tears he felt descend, 
And tn his servant mourn’d a real friend. 

Th’ expressive look he caught, and ere he heard, 












































Poetry. 


Knew the full meaning of his latest word. 


* Ah Truman! soon my hopes and fears will cease, 


One wish fulfill’d—this world, I leave in peace, 
Sincerest gratitude to thee I feel, 

And my last hope with confidence reveal. 
To thee a helpless orphan I commend, 
Amid a dangerous world, O! be his friend ; 
In virtue guide his inexperienced youth, 
Him lead in all the paths of sacred truth ; 
May thirie example shining to bis view, 
Religious ways, allure him to pursue. 

Oh! be to him, what thou hast been to me, 
’Tis all, if living, I could wish to see.” 


Nature exhausted made a pause, to gain 

His earnest looks, sufficient strength to explain— 
To Richard then he turn’d his sinking eyes ; 

‘© My child, behold ! in peace thy father dies. 
No conscious merit of a well-spent !ife, 

My soul supports in nature’s final strife ; 

But all my hopes of future bliss depend, 

On Him, who ever lives, the sinner’s friend. 

My breast no fears distarb—’tis but for thee ~ 
i know the feelings of anxiety ; 

Yet I can leave thee to his tender care, 

Who never will reject the orphan’s prayer. 

O! seek betimes to walk in wisdom’s ways, 
‘Then pleasantness shall crown thy fleeting days, 
Trust in thy father’s God, and he will guide 
Thy wandering steps, and for th y wants provide. 
My boy, Farewell! and should afflictions low’r, 
Think what sustain’d thy father’s dying hour.” 
He could no more—his eyes he closed in death, 
And with a Christian’s smile resign’d bis breath. 
A solemn pause ensued the pause of grief, 
Till Richard’s rising sorrow claim’d relief; 

The worthy farmer tried each soothing art, 
Some friendly consolation to impart ; 

But vain each effort to divert his wo, 
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For kindness faster caused his tears to flew ; 
With mingled feelings, his whole heart was moved, 
He mourn’d his father, and his Master loved. 


Sorrow had veil’d three days in mournful gloom, 
When he attended to the silent tomb, 
His father’s frail remains, and saw them laid, 
O’erspread with turf, beneath the solemn shade ; 
Where, as he wept, he pour’d a fervent prayer, 
That dying, he might rest as safely there. 
Then with a heavy heart and downcast look, 
His way, in silence, to the farm he took : 
Often he check’d his footsteps on the road, 
To gaze on his forsaken loved abode; 
With sad regret, he thought, that he no more 
Cheerful, should enter at the lowly door ; 
Or on his rustic seat, as olt he’d done, 
Repose enjoy, and mark the setting sun ; 
While many scenes of innocent delight, 
Ever to be unknown, appear’d in sight. 

(To be continued. ) 


COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 


AN ACROSTIIC. 


}ive never came—the morn was drear, 

Lum’'d by the taper’s gloomy cheer, 

Behold the Spoiler with bis spear. 

Restless the cherub on swift wings of love, 
Around the lovely saints began to move , 

Marked the dim shadows as they fleeted by, 
Number'd each tear,and catch’d the sinking sigh, 
Arose with holy music to inspire, 

Susan's dear spirit with seraphic fire, 

Unseen, escorted by a shining throng, 

She joins the charch triumphant’s hallow’d song. 


Nera 





